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Summary: 


The boys decide to have their own party when Will doesn't get an 
invite to the party of the year. After many drinks Will is confronted 
by his Crush, a drunken Mike Wheeler who is far too flirty and clingy 
for Will to handle. 

-Fic Edited 


Drunken Nights 


Dustin burst back into the Wheeler house, skin pink and snow still 
clinging to his curls. "A little frosty there?" Lucas was near hysterics 
on the ground, hands pressed to his sides as Dustin struggled to get 
his pants up his wet legs, nearly falling as he tugged them up. 


"Truth or dare Lucas!" He yelled, burying himself under all the 
blankets he could gather. Will tuned them out staring at the ceiling as 
he sipped at his drink. With Mike’s parents out visiting Nancy at 
school, the guys got together at the Wheeler’s, getting wasted on the 
bottle of vodka Dustin smuggled out of his mom’s liquor cabinet. 


"Mike... Don't you think you should slow down?" Will tried to 
grab the bottle but Mike pulled it away with a smirk. Just down the 
street, the party of the year was raging, and everyone in the school 
was invited. Except Will. Trying to get his friends to leave him 
behind and have fun was a lost cause, even after two years of High 
School the boys were as close as ever. A boy’s night was declared and 
here he was, trying to keep Mike from the hangover of the century. 


"Don't you think you should put those pretty lips to work?" Mike 
laughed, spilling vodka over his hand as he pushed a shot toward 
Will. Cheeks burning Will pushed the glass away. He was not going to 
survive the night the way Mike kept talking to him. The more drinks 
he had, the more flirtatious he became. 


"I think they're well suited to my own drink." Will took a sip of his 
own, only realizing his mistake as Mike shrugged doing the shot 
himself. "Mike seriously! You're drunk." 


"That's the point Will!" Lucas was glaring at Dustin, a jar of pickles 
between them. Pinching his nose Lucas grabbed the jar, chugging the 
juice as his friend cackled next to him. "Truth or dare Byers!" 


"Do we really have to do this? I hate this game." 


"You thought it was funny enough watching Dustin in the snow, 
so yeah we do. Truth or dare?" 


"Fine. Truth." 


"Who do you want to make Mrs. Will Byers?" Lucas couldn’t hold 
back his laughter as Will grimaced. While his friends were all too 
quick to talk about who they liked, Will kept his crush a closely 
guarded secret, even more so then all the shit that happened to them 
thanks to Labs at the edge of town. 


"Dare." Far more willing to do whatever dare Lucas could think 
up, Will changed his answer, trying hard not to look at the boy sitting 
next to him. 


"I dare you to do a shot!" Groaning Will took the shot, the boys 
cheering him on. 


"You're so pretty Will." Mike muttered looking up at Will from his 
place in his lap. An hour earlier a comment like that would’ve made 
Will flinch, but comments like this had been flowing from Mike all 
night. 


"You're drunk Mike." 


"Probably. But I won't be in the morning, and guess what? You'll 
still be pretty." Will's cheeks were burning and he was more than 
happy that Lucas and Dustin were way too into their game of Zelda 
to notice him and Mike on the couch. "Like I don't understand why 
you're not dating anyone. You're funny, smart, the best art guy in 
school. And! And you're so pretty Will. Like wow." 


Will knew he should be ignoring Mike. He was drunk, anything he 
was saying now didn’t matter. It wasn’t real and the second he was 
sober everything would be back to normal. He had to be strong, had 
to ignore it. But being strong was so hard when the boy of his dreams 
was laying in his lap telling you everything you want to hear. 


It was nearing three in the morning and collectively the boys had 
polished off the bottle of vodka, two pizzas and countless cans of 
soda. Dustin passed out two episodes into a Star Trek marathon, a 
slice of pizza on the floor next to him and a mustache drawn in 
sharpie on his face courtesy of Lucas. 


Mike surrounded him, heavy in his lap, arms wrapped tightly 
around his chest like he expecting Will to fade into smoke. "I know 
you say Jenny and you are just friends." He whispered, lips brushing 
against his skin. "But I get jealous when you’re with her Will. She 
keeps you from me too much." 


Will was long past being worried his blush would be noticed, 
Mike was entirely too drunk to notice Will’s cheeks turning a 
permanent shade of red. He was doing his best to commit every word 
out of Mike’s mouth to memory, knowing that this was likely the only 
time he'd hear it. 


"She's not keeping me from you..." 


"Is too! I never get you to myself anymore. Jenny’s always there, 
whispering in your ear, making you laugh." He could feel Mike 
pouting, his bottom lip pressing wetly against Will's ear. There was 
no way Will could describe what Jenny was to him, what they were 
to each other. Coming back from the Upside Down was hard, harder 
still the second time he escaped it. She had found him cowering in 
the art room, the rest of the school in an assembly. 


Jenny sat with him as he cried, breaths coming in ragged gasps, 
the world flashing between the Upside Down and the Rightside Up, 
begging for Mike. Calming down Will realized his mistake, stumbling 
over his words to try and justify why he crying about another boy 
when Jenny pulled him into a hug, muttering “Me too.” into his ear. 
Her ‘Me Too’ was named Claire and Jenny could go on and on about 
how perfect her ponytail was, or how gorgeous she looked wearing 
that pink vest. 


"Never letting you go again. Please don't leave me again Will." 


"I won't Mike. I promise..." 


Will wasn't sure what time it was, he drifted off watching Mike 
try and fail to get through the first level of Mario. He was pretty sure 
it was attempt eleven when he finally succumbed to the sleep that 
had been nagging him. The video game was still playing on the 
screen as Mike wormed his way into the blanket nest Will had made 
himself on the couch. “Mike... what are you doing? What time it is?” 


"Donkno..." Mike reeked of alcohol, but Will shifted over all the 
same, letting Mike curl around him. "You left me 'gain." 


"I fell asleep Mike." Will melted into Mike’s embrace, nuzzling 
against the boy and hating himself for it. 


"Same thing." Mike's lips pressed against Will's cheek, just barely 
missing his lips. "Love you Will..." He muttered, drifting off on top of 
Will. It was hours before Will drifted off again, his mind racing every 
time Mike so much as twitched in his sleep. Every point of contact 
was like pure electricity coursing through him. Mike had kissed him. 
Mike Wheeler kissed him. 


He groaned quietly, knowing he was enjoying himself way more 
then he should but, laying there with Mike draped around him, 
knowing it was only going to last as far as the morning, it was hard 
to care. 


